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alone can convey the restraint and gravity of Peacock's
irony.

In his dialogue this clear precision gains pungency and
the purely humorous element becomes more prominent.
As one approaches a passage of dialogue one reads in a
state of pleasant anticipation. It is all so good that any
quotation is slightly unfair, The following, however, is
a fairly typical passage from Headlong Hall. Mr Mile-
stone, the landscape gardener, has produced his portfolio
after dinner and is showing some of the guests the various
beauties of his plan for Lord Littlebrain's park:

MR MILESTONE

Here is a large rock, with the mountain ash rooted in its fissures,
overgrown, as you see, with ivy and moss; and from this part of it
bursts a little fountain, that runs bubbling down its rugged sides.

Miss TENORINA

O how beautiful! How I should love the melody of that minia-
ture cascade!

MR MILESTONE

Beautiful, Miss Tenorina! Hideous. Base, common and popular.
Such a thing as you may see anywhere, in wild and mountainous
districts. Now, observe the metamorphosis. Here is the same rock,
cut into the shape of a giant. In one hand he holds a horn, through
which that fountain is thrown to a prodigious elevation. In the
other is a stone, so "exactly balanced as to be apparently ready to fall
on the head of any person -who may happen to be beneath: and there
is Lord Littlebrain walking under it.

SQUIRE HEADLONG
Miraculous, by Mahomet!

MR MILESTONE

This is the summit of a hill, covered, as you perceive, with wood,
and with those mossy stones scattered at random under the trees.

Miss TENORINA

"What a delightful spot to read in, on a summer's day!    The air
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